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The steamers with supplies would be obliged to leave our post and follow the Missouri up to the mouth of the Yellowstone, and from thence on to the point on that jrlvcr where the regiment was to make its first halt to renew the rations and forage. He was sanguine that font a few weeks would elapse before we would be re-u ill ted, and used this argument to animate me with counage to meet our separation.
.As usual \ve rode a little in advance and selected camp, and watched the approach of the regiment with i-cal pride. They were so accustomed to the march the Hne hardly diverged from the trail. There was a unity of movement about them that made the column at a distance seem like a broad dark ribbon stretched smoothly over the plains.
"We made our camp the first night on a small river a •few miles beyond the post. There the paymaster made liis disbursements, in order that the debts of the soldiers mi^ht be liquidated with the sutler.
In the morning the farewell was said, and the paymaster took sister and me back to the post.
"With my husband'^ departure my last happy days in garrison wore ended, as a premonition of disaster that 1 ]iad never known before weighed me down. I could n ot shake off the baleful influence of depressing thoughts. Tills presentiment and suspense, such as I had never known, made mo seliiBh, and I shut into rny heart the most uncontrollable anxiety, and could lighten no one cslse'rt burden. The occupations of other summers could not even give temporary interest.
"We heard constantly at the Fort of the disaffection of
12e reached the Yellowstone.tily back and forth in imitation of the advancing soldiers. They were forkfire in the general's room.stant I was deluded into the T am truly yours,
